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The day of My Death 


Gn a city, Preste ov Usine, 
Aleng the nden boulevard, 
Mhen in pring 
he leaves change clr, 
SHY drop dead 
Under the ardent sun, 
Pod and tall, 
nd PHY close my eyes 
Leaving the sky to its lender, 


Under a warms green linden 
SO fall into my deaths darkness: 
(feattoring nden and sun 
Phe beautfi boys 
Mhich Tve just Cnt 
ng fen chal 


OMR emh on theiv brews, 
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